CHAPTER   XXVI
A  SHIP!  A  SHIP!
" Hi, there! A ship, boys! A ship! A strange craft. A sail-
ing ship! "
Our beach stretched white to the tide marks. It had
snowed upon our burrow without ceasing for thirty-six
hours, trickling in through the crevices and dripping through
the roof while we lay in speechless misery in the half state
between sleeping and waking. We wished to do nothing
but lie thus. But now the snow had stopped and the fog had
rolled back from the sea. The icebergs stood clear and
hard again and far away we could see, for the first time for
three days, the long low line of the headland where we had
pitched our camp nearly a fortnight ago.
" Hi, there! " cried Walker at the entrance to the burrow.
" A ship, boys! A three-master, a sailing ship! It's the Penola,
I think."
We roused ourselves slowly one by one, pulled our wet
clothes out of the heap by the doorway and put them on.
We pulled on our sea-boots and crawled out on our hands and
knees. When we stood upright outside the glare blinded us
for a moment. Then presently we saw her, balanced upon
the horizon, swinging gently from side to side, a little sailing
ship with sails furled making inshore towards us. Her
masts and rigging were a triangle against the livid morning
sky.
" It's the Penola" we said in astonishment. " We'll be
all right now." And we grinned into each other's drawn and
blackened faces, showing our yellow teeth.
The Penola was the ship of the British Graham's Land Expe-
dition, a small three-masted schooner. On her way from
Port Stanley to the base camp on the Argentine Islands off
the west coast of Graham's Land she had heard the radio call
290